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The Party - One 
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Party, as a party. Many artificial smiles, overly loud and jovial greetings, and gossiping about friends and 
strangers. 


"| thought that Robert was going to be here", | said. Jason swallowed rest of the wine and noded. 
"Yes, he's here. He was talking to someone here and there and left to the VIP room." 
"What VIP room?", | felt curious. Is there something special? Can we go there too?" 


"Yeah, we can. Journalists -can't. That's the best in it! When you feel tired, need some rest or you just want 


to talk with someone in private, you just go. Do you wanna see?" 


Of course that | wanted. 
Jason was obviously more oriented in those party habits. | wasn't a party animal. He was. 


When we got to the door, an elegant bouncer checked out our identificators, stepped aside and let us to enter. 


Jason and | stepped in and.. froze. 
The room was empty, with one exception 


On one of the sofas there were two people. In looking comfortably, half sitting, half lying position there was 
Robert, and on Robert there was Janice, his agent. They were kissing very passionately. 


In one second | felt like someone hit me with full force in the stomach, and then threw something very heavy 


on my shoulders. | ran out of air. 


At this point, doors closed loudly behind us. Both, Robert and Janice looked towards the entrance. She smiled 


broadly, squinting her eyes like a cat, obviously not being embarrassed at all. 


But he had a face of a schoolboy caught on peeping girls in the bathroom. He grabbed Janice by the shoulders, 
trying to move her from his body and sit normally. He failed, however, due to her total lack of good will in this 
matter. 


| turned to the door and reached for the door handle. 


My eyes caught Jason's eyes. His face, probably just like mine, was red. | didn't know if it was because of the 
embarrassment that Janice should feel, whether from anger. He opened that door for me by himself, probably 


saving my dignity. 


"Patricia .." | heard the voice of Robert, but luckily the door just closed. | wasn't able to reply anything, or 
even to stand with him face to face. Even if | would like to. But | didn't. 


Shortly afterwards, in fact some two or three vodkas later, drank on my way to the exit, | was sitting in the 
car, literally towed there by Jason, gallantly embracing me with his arm. He sat me on a passenger's seat, and 


took his place behind the wheel. | sat there and just stared straight ahead. 


Jason, like his father, liked to push the gas pedal hard, but then he didn't. He was driving in silence, letting me 


to contemplate the view outside the window. He gave me time to cool down. 


Trees, buildings, cars. These parked on the roadside, and those in traffic. People. So many of them were walking 
around, despite the late hour, smiling, satisfied, happy. 


And there was me. My sadness and loneliness overwhelmed me, almost pinned me to the dashboard. If not the 


safety belt, | could easily prop my forehead against it. 


Finally we arrived at my house. Jason parked on the sidewalk, not even trying to drive into the underground 
parking. He unfastened our seat belts. We sat there in silence, motionless. Finally, however, he sighed and got 


out of the car. Opened the door and reached out his hand to me. 

| accepted his help and leant on him because my body hurt so much that | almost didn't have strength to go. 
We went to the lift embraced, and then straight to my flat. | completely forgot that Jason knew my address 
and some part of my mind was worrying how to explain him where to go, while | couldn't even open my mouth 


to speak. It was too much for me. That was so great that Jason knew the way. 


He dug out the key from my purse and led me to the bedroom. Sat me on the bed, like a rag doll, and went 
out into the corridor. | heard him dialing the number, saying something to the phone, but | couldn't make out 
the words. 


| got out of bed and went clumsily, sometimes even on all fours, to the bathroom. | leaned over the toilet and 
threw up everything | had in my stomach. | rinsed my mouth with water, carefully avoiding, though not 
entirely successfully, view of my reflection in the mirror. 

Jason helped me to go back to bed and brought some water for both of us. 

It crossed my mind that | would prefer bourbon, but Jason didn't possess the ability to read minds, even if it 
was rather easy to guess what would | choose in that moment. 

| obediently drank a few sips when numbness caught me again. Jason knelt in front of me and took off my 
shoes. Then he put me on my back and unbuttoned my pants. It wasn't easy to take it off from me, but he 
managed it somehow. Then he bundled me up in covers and | suddenly felt like a little girl. 

Finally, the tears ran down my face. | wasn't sobbing. Tears came silently. Scream remained in me. 


Jason slipped off his shoes and laid next to me on my bed, with his clothes on. 


He pulled me closer to him and embraced me. My tears were soaking his shirt while he was gently stroking my 
hair with his cheek. From time to time he was handing me handkerchiefs, standing somewhere nearby. 


The phone rang. 

The sound of the one standing in the living room and the other one on the night table next to us, merged into 
one, intrusive buzz. 

When first series of ringing ended, the second one started. 


"It hurts..", | whispered or maybe rather moaned to Jason's chest. 


"What hurts you?", he asked. 


| couldn't explain it to him. My whole body, every thought, hurt me so much. Life was hurting me. | was 


repeating those words as a mantra. 
"It hurts, it hurts, hurts..", shivers shook my body. 


He leaned toward the night table and pulled out the stubborn phone's plug from a socket. Finally there was 


silence. Finally, | was able to articulate one more word. 
"Drawer... 


Jason opened the drawer in my night table and without a word handed me a small plastic bag with coke. He 
was watching my trembling hands while | was inhaling a dose and getting more and more peaceful. 
Neither Jason nor | ever returned to that in our later discussions. He never told anyone how deep was an 


abyss | fell into that night. And all | wanted was to forget it. 


About a week later, | met Robert face to face. He wanted to see me and was very insistent. He invited me for 
a lunch. | couldn't, or | didn't want to find a reason to decline this invitation. But | was also afraid of that if we 
won't meet then, maybe | won't be able to look at him and talk with him ever again. And that seemed to me 


too high price to pay. 


It was one of the toughest meetings in my life. | don't remember much from it. | didn't remember it even five 
minutes after we said goodbye to each other. | know that he apologized me for that situation | witnessed. 
| assured him that it was nothing, after all we're all adults. It was a bad luck that we interrupted them. | tried 


as | could, to downplay the whole situation. 


Robert stared at me intently. | didn't know what he was thinking. Perhaps he came to the conclusion that he's 
indifferent to me. That he didn't hurt me, because | could only be hurt by person who is close to me, about 

whom | care in this particular way. 

In my thoughts | was calling myself an idiot. Why everything was so difficult? Why | couldn't tell him directly 
what | felt about him, what he was doing to me when he shows up in such situations or when | read in 


newspapers about him and his next girlfriend? 


Ah, yes.. Maybe it's because he just didn't treat me seriously? Maybe because it seemed that he constantly 
sees in me a little, snotty girl who was hanging around the hotel, where Zeppelin was staying? 


And what about all of that what had happened between us since then ..? 


He was sitting at a table in front of me, propping his chin on his hand, with a cup of tea in the other one. He 
just sat there and stared. | also cupped a cup with my hands and gently swaying it, watching rest of the tea 
on the bottom of the cup. In the end, he touched my hand, so | stopped. | looked into his gray that day eyes. 


He was serious. 


"m really sorry for what you saw. | didn't mean you to see that" 
"But why? Did you apologize Jason too? He was there and saw it too." 


"No, | didn't. Not yet, but I'll do it. However, more important for me is what YOU think of me. | don't want you 


to have any hard feelings for me .. ' 
"Robert .." | gently slipped my hand from under of his hand. 

‘Ive known you for a long time, not since yesterday. | know that you like the company of women, and they 
adore you. You're an attractive guy, | can't resist your charm too. You know that too well. But apart from the 
fact that you are quite fickle in your feelings, you are a free man I'm not your wife or fiancee or daughter. 
You don't need to say anything.” 

Saying this, | felt pain throughout the body again. 

"I'm not fickle in my feelings. | just.", | didn't let him to finish. 


"You just can't keep your pants zipped, | know. As | said - I've known you for a really long time. " 


| think | offended him a bit. But | felt that he deserved it. He bowed his head for a moment, as if digesting my 


words. In the end, he glanced at me from under frowned eyebrows. 
"Are we still friends, Pat?" 


And although | thought it would be healthier for me to say no, | couldn't do that. How could |? So | smiled at 


him, at this wonderful guy who understood so little of what was going on inside of me, and | nodded. 


"Of course we are. We'll always be friends". | believed it deeply. 


The Party - Two 


At the party after one of the Whitesnake's concerts, David came up to me. 


"Can we talk in private, Pat?" He had a serious expression on his face. | agreed. Something was wrong in the 
band. | had some difficulties with getting along with some members. | thought David was going to talk about it. 


He led me to his room and carefully closed the door behind us. 
"Tell me, please, what's wrong with you?", he said when he already made drinks for us. 
"You seem to be absent minded, not getting along with Adrian, you're still barking at each other .." 


‘lm sorry, but you know that I'm working on my own material, touring with Whitesnake at the same time.. You 


agreed for that", | said. 


"Yes. Maybe | shouldn't .. But don't worry, | didn't change my mind," he added quickly, seeing my grim face 


expression. 


"I just want you two to get along somehow, to end this tour peacefully. Your arguments are destroying the 


band, Pat ". 
" Did you talk about it with Adrian? ", | asked. 
"Not yet" 


"So, you assume that its me who provokes arguments? Maybe you just want me to leave the band? ", | said 


with growing anger. 
He grabbed me by the shoulders and looked me straight in the eye. 


‘| didn't say anything like that. I'm talking with you, because it seemed to me that you have more common 


sense than Adrian, you know? And no, | don't want you to leave. " 
| didn't know why, but | said it: 


"David, | want to leave anyway. I'll stay until the end of the tour, but don't count on me at the next one. | 


won't make another record with you. " 
Grip on my arms became stronger. 


"Don't say that, you must stay. What do you want me to do? To kick Adrian out? Will that make you to stay?" 


| tried to break free of his grasp. 

"No, its not about him, David. | just .. | cant do it anymore. I've had enough ". 

Then he kissed me, still holding me by the shoulders. After a while, he pulled me closer to his body. He 
surprised me. 

His kisses were getting hotter and bolder. | responded him instinctively, but quickly started to control myself 
again | pushed him away. 

"Oh, stop it David, don't do this," | said. 

‘| want you," he whispered. "I don't want you to leave. We are the perfect match". 

| lit a cigarette. 

"What do you mean by ‘we're the perfect match'?" 

"Musically, professionally .. well, it's good to work togther, right?", he replied. 

In fact, | couldn't deny it. 

"So, why not to try something else? We could be something much more for each other than just bandmates. " 


"What are you talking about?" | was surprised. 


"I told you already. | want you, | can't stop thinking about you. | can't watch as you are chasing after someone 


who doesn't want you. " 

| was furious. 

"What???" | yelled. "How dare youl? You know nothing about it. You don't have a clue about what is between 
Robert and me. You rather think about yourself, instead. Do you really want ME, or you just need to have 
something which is Robert's?" 

David also was furious. He drained his drink and smashed an empty glass against the wall. 

"Don't be silly!" He shouted, approaching a step to me. "I've got what | wanted. | don't need to copy the great 
master Plant, nor eat the leftovers from his table. | love you, don't you understand this? But you prefer to 


stare at him blindly. Why don't you let go? HE-DOESN'T-WANT-YOU!" 


| also finished my drink and | stubbed out my unfinished cigarette. 


"Well, as | said, Dave. I'll finish the tour and that's it. I'm sorry. " 


And | left his room knowing that with closing its door, I'm shutting behind me totally different doors at the 


same time. 


